SALZBURG

August

FROM THE BALCONY on which I am sitting the town of
Salzburg is not visible: only the Bavarian Alps in the
nearish distance and the Untersberg mountain looming
over us can catch the eye. This Schloss Aigen is taken
every year by distinguished visitors, who entertain in the
traditional festival style: it is no huge mansion, but a
very comfortable country house, reflecting the spirit of
my host, Mr. Sidney Beer.4 The star selection in the way
of castles is Leopoldskron, the Rococo residence of Max
Reinhardt, presided over, in his absence, by his Ober-
lieutenant Kommer, who knows everything that is ever
whispered in the Salzkammergut.

And his acquaintanceships move in a mysterious way:
some days you may find yourself well up in his visiting
list, on others you are not marked at all. I think it
depends on how he rates you in International Society,
with the added thought of your value to Salzburg,

Our Salzburgian panorama must comprise the fortress
castle which dominates the city, the broad, swift-flowing,
muddy-looking river, the background of mountains, the
cathedral, the Mo%artevm> the Festspitlhaus, the local
dress, the hotels, the Kaffee-Ba%ar, the police, and the
weather, with the Musical Festival as a shimmering back-
ground, aided by a permanent obUigato of musical
murmurings.

Often this is in the form of a discourse by those who
know their subject, but more often are heard strings of
ecstatic superlatives from those who don't.
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